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  A woman is like a tea bag—




  you can’t tell how strong she is until you put her in hot water.




  —Eleanor Roosevelt




  To every Bestie in the workplace I have ever




  had the privilege to befriend. You know who you are




  and I would have been lost without you.




  Nailed It




  





  Bitch Problem:




  You encounter an ice prince or princess. Someone who dresses impeccably and acts perfect, yet is demeaning, mean and cold. No matter how hard you try to break through, it is an impossible feat.




  





  Ding.




  The elevator stops on the 83rd floor. I suck in a large gulp of air and watch my reflection separate as the doors part.




  This. Is. It.




  The office unfolds before me in one majestic swoop. It is breathtaking. Every inch is covered in polished marble, glittering chandeliers and modern oddly shaped furniture, the color of the darkest night sky, emblazoned with tiny crystals along the edges. The room is a blur of six-inch heels and tight pencil skirts. Suddenly my trusty, loyal white blazer from Kohl’s feels like the wrong choice.




  This thought is echoed by the disapproving once over from Receptionist who looks just shy of her sixteenth birthday. She taps the ear piece laced along her cheek and forces a grin.




  “Do you have an appointment?”




  “Um, yes. I’m here to see Queen Bee. My name is Melanie Michaels.”




  She grunts and waves her hands at me, flashing her flawless manicure in disgust. She points to the ear piece. “Yes, that is the best time to reach her. She usually leaves for yoga by 11:45. Good. Good. K, ciao.” Her deeply-lined eyes lift back to mine as she taps the ear piece off. “Name?”




  “Melanie Michaels.”




  “Fine. Have a seat.” She gestures annoyingly toward the swinging clear chair held only by a glistening strand of pearls. I am seriously regretting the egg salad sandwich on Italian bread I had for lunch. On a good day, I’m a size ten. Eight if I feel like breathing isn’t necessary, such is the case for cocktail parties or short occasions, mainly whenever I don’t have to sit for long.




  I position myself in the swinging chair, laughing a little as my feet lift from the floor and…crap…I lose one pump from the left foot. “Damn,” I mutter and desperately try to use the momentum of the swing to dip my large toe into the tip.




  “Melanie?” A perfect figure straight from a magazine has called my name. She is all legs and despite her lack of overall beauty, her makeup and designer clothing more than makes up for it. I’m staring slightly as I swing forward in my bubble chair and finally scoop up my left shoe.




  “Hi, sorry.” I scoot out of the chair awkwardly and make my way over to shake her hand. “Nice to meet you,” I say extending mine.




  She smiles politely, allowing me to grab her dead fish hand by just the tip of her fingers. “I’m Puppet Master. I’ll be doing a bit of a prescreening before you meet with Queen Bee. Follow me.”




  She turns on her easily five inch heels and clicks loudly down the hallway. The hall is an extension of the lobby area with large checkered black and white marble tiles. The walls are lined with a rich, burgundy wallpaper with tiny silver swirls throughout. I can’t help it. I reach out and run my hands along the paper just under the large framed photos of various product lines or services: Laser Hair Removal, Skin Perfecting Blue Light, Sonophoresis Skin Treatment, Juva Shaping Technology. The glossy, flawless advertisements go on for miles. I devour them with vigor.




  “I’ve had your laser hair treatment. The ad on Facebook sold me instantly,” I gush. “It was genius targeting people who’ve searched for laser eye treatment.”




  “Thanks. My idea.” She flashes a set of perfectly straight white teeth. “Here we are. Come on in, have a seat. Can I get you something to drink? Espresso? Perrier?”




  “I’m alright, thank you.” I stand a moment longer, waiting for her to gesture to which seat she prefers. I am all about following her lead right now.




  Shit.




  My sweat glands are on fire right now and I can feel a thick ring of overdosed deodorant forming in my blazer.




  Please don’t show.




  Puppet Master selects the seat at the head of the table and positions me to her right. I recognize this move. My old boss was famous for it. Keep them on the side you write with. I don’t know if it is a science, but it always felt strong to me. Still, there is something I really like about her. She has kind eyes.




  “So, Melanie. Tell me. Why marketing?”




  Her question instantly catches me off guard. I never thought I would address my reason for going to school, studying for hundreds of hours and why I felt it was the perfect path for me. I’ve prepared an answer for everything but this. Her steely gaze studies my face in judgment.




  “Marketing. Well, allow me to go all the way back to my childhood.” I laugh.




  She doesn’t.




  “Just kidding, I say. I originally discovered marketing was my passion during High School. I signed up for journalism and was put in charge of the ad pages and well, I fell in love. I loved the idea that I could draw attention to area businesses with the right placement, the right strategy. It was then that I realized I had a talent, and I spent the rest of my college and graduate years perfecting it. I’m dedicated to my work. I’m always studying latest trends, blogging, even if my job doesn’t depend on it. It’s more than a job to me, Puppet Master, it is who I am.”




  “Yes. Mmm…” She sighs and takes a sip of her espresso. “And I see you came from a few starter years at Laser Eye Plus? Tell me about that. Did you enjoy your time there?”




  I sit up a bit straighter. Territory I’m far more comfortable in. My work.




  “Yes.” I smile widely. “I was at LEP for over four years, first as a marketing coordinator and then working my way up to manager over a small team. I genuinely appreciated the opportunity right out of school. It suited me during that time. I learned about the importance of teamwork. Most importantly I learned how to find creativity within minutes even when I didn’t feel inspired to produce content or promotions that got people’s attention. As a team, we grew the number of leads by double digits. I made a tremendous amount of great relationships with my co-workers. They are an amazing group of people.”




  She leans forward. “So why leave?”




  “I…uh…well, truthfully? As much as I love my team and the work I am doing, I just know I am capable of more and I know they aren’t capable of offering it at this time. I want to pull these training wheels off and prove what I’m made of. I want to work at Allure Lasers because I’m addicted to your product line, your expertise, and you’re the best in the business. I could spend hours studying every word your team writes and produces, and I love the way you appeal to your clients on a level they didn’t even know they wanted.”




  “Your resume is very impressive, Melanie. Especially the way you infused philanthropic outreach to grow your business to business relationships. Not bad.”




  She smiles and I instantly feel her warmth stretch across the table and wrap its arms around me. She likes me. “Thank you,” I manage.




  “I’m going to take you into see Queen Bee right now. She will do a prescreening interview, as well, and then if it goes well…and I think it will…she will set up time for you to meet some additional members of our management team and even more importantly, your potential team.”




  “That’s great!” I beam. “: May I ask a little bit about my team before we go?”




  “Sure, but there will be plenty of time for them later. You have a team of five. A Digital Strategist, two Graphic Designers, a Marketing Manager and a Copywriter. Oh and your Assistant.”




  Your assistant. As if they already report to me. I resist the urge to squeal.




  “Wonderful. And their names? Backgrounds?” I lean forward to show my interest.




  “You’re sweet.” She sips her espresso and pushes her seat back to rise.




  Okay? I follow lead trying not to overthink a second of this.




  We loop around the same long hallway with what feels like over fifty doors in total and finally land at the corner suite, the Queen Bee’s office. I take a deep breath and swipe my sweaty palms along the pleats of my pants. Puppet Master offers a light tap on the door and opens it wide.




  Queen Bee is sitting in a navy velvet high back wing chair currently facing the opposite direction. She is furiously typing away on her Mac computer and chatting at a rapid pace into an ear piece similar to Receptionist. I catch a glimpse of a long lean leg with red hot stiletto heels and a round puff of deeply hair sprayed hair in a teased chignon.




  “I know! I know. If it were up to me, I’d well, you know what I would do. Yep! Every last bit of it. Oh sweetie! You are hysterical!” She tilts her head to the side and lets out a high-pitched cackle.




  I laugh a little with her. Puppet Master offers me a sideways grin before clearing her throat.




  The Queen Bee swivels. My breath catches in my throat.




  She is a complete and total vision of...money. She is exactly what I picture wealth getting me someday. Someday hopefully not so far off in the distant future. Money will get me new, pearly veneers so perfectly white I can almost see my reflection in them. Money will get me tailored designer suits, thick diamond bracelets from Tiffany’s and a rock on my right hand so large I could see myself ice skating around on it wrapped warmly in my sixteen gazillion dollar cashmere coat. I soak every inch of her perfect disposition, just simply dripping with cash, and make my way up to meet her gorgeous, sky blue eyes. She bats her tinted lash extensions at me and beams.




  “You must be Melanie! Aren’t you just a vision in white!” she gushes.




  I hug my cheap blazer a bit tighter around my thick middle.




  “You are the vision,” I say brightly, extending my hand to shake hers.




  She cackles that energetic laugh of hers and ushers me over to her deep seated couches; one orange, the other purple. I rest my portfolio onto her coffee table, a statue of a greyhound balancing a slate of glass on his head.




  “Tell me, Melanie. Did you enjoy your little chat with Puppet Master?” She rests her head onto her right hand, giving me an unspoiled view of my mini skating rink.




  “Yes, very much. Puppet Master is immensely generous to meet with me. I am truly honored to even be considered for this position. Everything I’ve ever heard about Allure Lasers is straight gold.”




  “Oh stop,” she says with a giggle, yet waves her hand toward her face as if to say, “Keep going”. I laugh nervously. This woman is so fabulous I’d give my right arm to be mentored by her. I clear my throat and reach for my portfolio.




  Queen Bee shakes her head and crosses her legs. “That won’t be necessary.” She looks to Puppet Master, who is sitting to my left and sipping her espresso. Puppet Master nods once, slowly with direct eye contact. Queen Bee nods back and then turns to meet my gaze.




  “No?” I ask. “I would love to share some examples…” I start to ramble, fearing suddenly that I have done something wrong. How can I have blown it in the first minute of meeting her?




  “It won’t be necessary.” She grins widely, showing those perfect teeth again. It seems every chance she gets to show those puppies off, she takes it.




  I suck in a gulp of air and grip the edge of the couch. Why is she smiling? This pause is long past dramatic; it is borderline debilitating. “I understand,” I say to break the silence, put myself out of my misery.




  She cackles. “It’s not necessary because you’re hired! Welcome to the Allure Family!” She springs to the tips of her sky high heels and bear hugs me, enveloping me in her ten thousand dollar perfume. I don’t even have time to react, breathe or even wrap my arms around her. I stand there, in shock, as she rocks me back and forth. I got the job. I got my dream job! I repeat the words over and over until they tumble out and I am shrieking!




  “I got the job! I got the job!” I say and she pulls back from her embrace and squeezes my arms.




  “You got the job!” She starts jumping up and down and I can’t help but do the same. We’re bouncing up and down like giddy school girls! And we’re jumping. We’re jumping!




  I stop suddenly, completely out of breath, gasping for air. By far the most cardio I’ve had in months.




  Puppet Master, still calmly perched on the edge of the couch, takes a sip and smiles. “Congrats.”




  Preparation is Key




  





  Bitch Problem:




  You are dealing with an excluder. Someone who doesn’t acknowledge you, leaves you out of emails or important meetings. This man or woman may roll their eyes, snort or giggle when you are speaking in a meeting. He/she acts innocent when called out on this behavior.




  





  I step out into the sunshine and immediately call Finn.




  “Can you guess the best thing that has ever happened to me? Like in my whole life?” I’m talking so loudly people are actually stopping to turn and see who is yelling on the streets.




  He laughs. “You mean other than getting engaged to this guy? You got a second interview? They loved you! I knew it.”




  “Even better! I got the job!” I start jumping up and down and certainly all he can hear at this moment is the swish of my blonde hair hitting the phone.




  From my frantic dance I can hear him yelling down the line. “Woo hoo! Let’s celebrate!”




  * * * *




  And boy do we celebrate! I slam my third shot of premium cherry vodka and immediately regret it. I shake my head.




  “No more!” I manage over the burn that is currently taking over my throat.




  “Aww...when did my girl stop being able to hang with the big boys?” Finn nuzzles my neck.




  What started out as just the two of us is now a full on party with five of his college buddies and two of my best girlfriends, Jade and Kate.




  “Leave her alone, you big lush!” Jade slides her still full shot glass toward Finn and raises her eyebrows. “All yours, tough guy! But some of us have things to do tomorrow.”




  “Boo!” Kate is now one sheet past the normal two to the wind. “I’m with Fipp!” We all double over in laughter at her inability to say Finn.




  Jade laughs too but then stands and starts pulling Kate along with her. “I’m taking this girl home. You kids be safe.”




  I blow kisses at them as they make their way through the crowd and out into the crisp night air.




  I belch. “Oh God! How embarrassing!”




  Finn and his buddy Rich simultaneously burp, mocking me with utter pleasure.




  “Screw you,” I say and stand to my feet with a little wobble. “I’m starving. Those damn appetizers didn’t even put a drop in the bucket. Lombardi’s?” I ask with a hiccup this time.




  “You are so damn cute when you are wasted. I can’t wait to marry you.” Finn scoops up his beer and swigs it down. “Gentleman.” He nods and escorts me to the door with his hand at the small of my back.




  We order an eighteen-inch cheese doused in sweet red peppers for good measure and feast ourselves on the late night binge. I’ve slipped into my thick furry pajama bottoms and a tank top. It is a requirement to eat pizza in pajamas in my opinion.




  Finn pats me on the back. “Good to see a girl who can eat.”




  “Screw you,” I say laughing. “And the diet starts tomorrow if I even want to sit at the same boardroom table as Queen Bee.”




  “You mean today?” He points to the window as a sliver of morning sun streams across my loft floor.




  I wince. “We haven’t stayed up this late since…”




  “New Years,” he says raising his eyebrows up and down. “That was a great night. That little silver dress you wore.”




  “Oh the one that rose past my thighs every time I sat down? Reminding me how thick they are? I was frostbitten that night.” I shiver remembering the dreadful decision I made to attempt to be sexy versus retain any sort of warmth.




  “It was worth it.” He grins and tosses his crust into the box before jumping on top of me. The sun beams a wide orange spotlight over us as we kiss every inch of one another.




  * * * *




  Finn is the kind of guy who makes you lose your mind in a hysteria of laughter one minute and then desire him passionately the next. Oh, and did I mention he’s gorgeous? How I landed this guy, I’ll never know. I mean for goodness sake, he proposed on New Year’s last year in the center of Times Square. I know what you’re thinking. You wore that dress in Times Square. Yes, yes I did. I had a sneaking suspicion he was about to pop the question, so I dieted furiously for weeks and squeezed my happy ass into that little number determined to look flawless.




  5…4…3…2….and on one knee. It doesn’t get more romantic than that. To top it all off? Jenny McCarthy heard me squealing, “Yes! Yes! Oh my God, YES!” over the normally eardrum-bursting screams of the New Year and pulled us toward the camera for a shot of my stunning, one caret diamond and a kiss to seal the deal. I’ll forgive Jenny for this one, horrific question she asked brightly, “And how did you manage to get this one?” before our big debut.




  She was joking, of course. And drunk. Joking. That’s what I tell myself. The camera man was poised for the shot and she runs away to make out with a sailor, leaving us behind, without a cameo. I didn’t care. I was on cloud one million and nine and had my arms wrapped around the most perfect man to ever walk this earth. I didn’t even feel my legs turning blue.




  We’ve been together almost five years. We met...surprise... at Lombardi’s. He was working the cash register as a part time job working his way through school. He’s in construction and manages jobsites for architectural sheet metal. Anyway, back to our story. He was all cute with a backwards hat and a red t-shirt, joking and laughing with the guys making pizza. I, of course, was there to claim my personal pizza. He scribbled his number across the top of the box and the rest was history.




  Yes, I called him. It was 2009 after all. A girl can confidently call a guy and that’s just what I did. I waited two days and decided I couldn’t wait one more second to see my pizza stud. He answered on the first ring and simply said, “This is Melanie, isn’t it?”




  My jaw dropped. “Are you really that confident? Or psychic?”




  “You’ll never know. Can I take you out for pizza?”




  I paused, unsure how to answer. Was this guy serious?




  “I’m kidding! Let’s meet for martinis and ice cream. My treat!”




  “Which one comes first?” I contemplated, deciding the martinis were definitely first, not even hesitating on the strangeness of this date.




  “Tinis.”




  He had me at martini.




  * * * *




  We fell completely, madly in love in one week. I thought about him every second, checking my phone frantically for a text or call. First night, martinis and ice cream before passionately making out. Second night, movies and more making out. Third night, wine sampling at a bar, vendor hot dogs, and then more making out. Oddly? Vendor hot dogs didn’t gross me out at all that day. I would have gone anywhere and done anything with that man. Now, you couldn’t pay me enough to eat one of those nasty little things.




  So, there you have it. We’re in love. The kind of love that’s so much fun, I find myself laughing all of the time. In addition, it is almost painfully passionate, with sometimes paranoid outbursts from me about losing him. But, Finn takes it all in stride and loves me regardless of my antics. And I of him despite his odd opinions on books and movies. We’re a perfect match and don’t you worry, I know how lucky I am.




  We sleep most of Sunday, waking only for a morning stroll through the freshly colored leaves to a café around the corner with the best chocolate croissants. We leisurely sip our cappuccinos, and I ramble away recalling every little detail from my moment with the Queen Bee.




  “I think she really likes me. I mean, she wouldn’t have said all of that stuff if she didn’t. And regardless, I think she would trust Puppet Master. After all, she seems like she is her right hand gal. I could’ve died when she started jumping up and down! It’s like she’s my soul sister, sent here to mentor me into greatness. I really need a strong woman in my life, one that can show me how to have it all. I saw pictures of her kids on her desk, looked like maybe seven and ten? Maybe eleven? Regardless, she is doing it. She’s everything a powerhouse female in the corporate world wants to be. I want to be just like her.” I nod for emphasis, watching as Finn cracks a smile.




  “Good babe. You’re really excited. I’ve never heard you talk so fast, especially hung over.”




  I kiss him and then dive into another rant about how stunning the office was, describing in detail every rhinestone, pearl and shade of wallpaper. When I’m done, his eyes are glistening with the imagery of the Taj Mahal. He interrupts me only once to kiss me and pull to my feet for the short walk home. Nap time.




  I wake up after a quick half hour and spend the rest of the quiet time on my laptop searching vigorously for anything and everything I can find about Allure, Queen Bee, Puppet Master, my team. I did my research prior to the interview about products and the business, but now I find myself enveloped in their Facebook pages, Twitter accounts, photos of them at galas and fundraisers. Puppet Master’s husband. Her kids. Every little detail about their lives.




  Okay, I admit it. I am out of control. I slam the laptop shut as I hear Finn rustling around in the kitchen after his nap. Enough cyber stalking for tonight.




  * * * *




  Over the next two weeks, I nervously give my notice and begin to train my team on how to manage upon my exit. I clean up the files on my computer, organize my desk drawers and say my goodbyes. My boss, surprisingly, took the news very hard and I questioned just briefly, if only for a moment, if I’d made the right choice. And then I remembered the moment with the Queen Bee and the glittering furniture sprinkled throughout the paradise of corporate offices. In weak moments, I envision myself clicking through the hallways holding reports in my hand, chatting energetically with Puppet Master. I see myself standing before a Powerpoint, waist cinched in a tight new suit, pitching next spring’s ad campaign. Oh, I’m ready for this. You bet your ass.




  To prepare, I’ve cut out carbs completely. I drink a spinach smoothie for breakfast, slurp a half cup of broth for lunch, and then eat a light salad for dinner. I am hyper focused. I’ve never been so committed to a diet. I don’t even think about food. I want to show up on my first day in my new chic clothes and knock their socks off.




  Yes, I know, it isn’t all about the clothes, but my mother always told me to dress for the job I want. And I want to be Queen Bee before it’s all said and done. Of course, I don’t plan on any vicious, aggressive or devious behavior! I would never push her out! I’m not the pushing out type. And besides, I have a great deal to learn from her. She is so eloquent; she makes Princess Kate seem like a genuine hoosier! Okay, I’m sorry Kate. That was blasphemous.




  I have much to learn about Allure, the people, the history, the goals. I will start in marketing, become her focused study and in ten years, upon her retirement, I will be the certain choice. Where is Puppet Master in all of this? She took a fabulous job at a competitor and keeps me on my toes in friendly competition. We still love each other though and quite often meet for a friendly cocktail. No business discussed, naturally.




  In addition to my physical preparation, I am also brushing up on the old marketing techniques. I refuse to admit I’d settled into a comfortable zone with our marketing, the ole’ SEO, social media, print ad, eblast world. No. I did what was right for the business. However, any good marketer knows it is critical to stay abreast of the changing times, and I’ll be the first to admit that there are a few social media channels that straight boggle me. So, by day, I mock sadness, pack my plants and kiss-kiss my co-workers on the cheeks, wishing them utter happiness and by night, I become Melanie Michaels, worldwide, expert marketing genius.




  There is one person I am going to miss terribly. As adults, it’s impossible to meet friends, unless they are in the workplace. Especially when you are a transplanted Missouri girl, engulfed by the Big Apple. Enter…Jade. She’s my dearest work and real life friend, and I fear we will grow far from one another once I’m gone. Along with Jade came Kate, her rambunctious roommate of four years. The three of us carved our path through this city with liquid dinners and dancing as our cardio. We were ambitious and dedicated but gone the second that clock struck six. We’d head home, sip wine and put on gobs of makeup before piling into a cab and heading to the newest hot spot. We were just a blur of heels and vodka back then and I loved every second of it.




  Jade works in Finance and Kate is bartender down off 5th, where she makes bank because she is a hundred pounds dripping wet, but somehow her fake boobs just look like they naturally belong there. Sometimes I envy her when I call at one for a late lunch and have woken her from her slumber. But not anymore! Now, as much as I hate to leave Jade behind and our deliciously, long lunches, I’m prepared to prove myself on a whole new level. I’ve already warned Finn of the long hours, given my neighbor a bag of Friskies to feed Oliver, my fat kitty cat when I am working late and I am ready…to…go!




  * * * *




  My alarm goes off at six, but I can’t hear it from the shower. I sprung up at five, ready to take on the world. I am so jazzed, I want to scream!




  I blow out my hair into long, gently curled pieces, adding extra shine serum for a good gloss. I choose a deep bronze shadow with sunburst metallic for under my brow. Two coats of mascara and cream blush and illuminator pair nicely with my new pale lip gloss. I study myself in the mirror and flash my teeth to check for brightness.




  “Grr…” I mumble and swipe my lip gloss with my left hand before plastering a whitening strip across each row.




  I carefully laid out my outfit last night and now I study it in question. Pinstripe pantsuit, button down silk blouse and a pearl necklace. What was I thinking?




  “All wrong!” I sputter through my whitening strips, hitting Oliver with a nice gelatinous spew. I rush to my closet and flip frantically from shirt to shirt. Skirt? Heels? Flats? Oh my God, I’m going to have a panic attack. Thanks to my recent starvation, must of my clothes are hanging loosely on me, but that doesn’t solve the lack of cute, professionally polished clothing in this closet.




  I tap my foot impatiently before pulling out three options. Red blazer. No, too sassy. Cream blazer. No, blasé. Navy blazer with silver thread trim and pearl buttons. Fine. I hate it, but it will do. I slip into my grey slacks and suede grey pumps and study myself. Black pumps? I rocket my shoe to back of the closet and slip into the leather pointed heels.




  “NO!” I scream. My bottom whitening strip flings from my lips and lands on my sleeve, leaving a nice thick gel circle. I panic and race in one heel, rocking wildly from hip to hip, to scrub this damn sleeve.




  Finally, finally, I stand back from the floor length mirror and let out a long exhale, realizing I have been holding it in for several minutes. I look to Oliver.




  “Okay?” He starts toward me to rub his head against my leg, but for fear of cat hair I hiss at him, grab my purse and race for the door.




  “No love today my precious boy!”




  Game Time




  




  Bitch Problem:




  The Office Oppressor seems to have it out for you. You can’t figure it out. You’ve done nothing wrong, but this person is hell bent on face-to-face attacks or behind your back assaults.




  





  




  




  I arrive exactly fifteen minutes early. This time the Receptionist greets me with a kind smile and a small wave. This time I’m one of them. I grin widely, unable to control my excitement. She leads me down the hall to my new office and it dawns on me: I have an office! I’ve been in a cubical since I can remember, and I stand flabbergasted at the site of my three solid walls with a sliding glass door for an entrance.




  “See here?” The Receptionist traces Melanie Michaels, Marketing Director, in gold shimmering letters across my door. I swear I’ve peed a little.




  “No way!” I take a step closer to examine it. “I guess it’s official.”




  She swings my door wide and I step in to find a large bouquet of pink tulips in a tall vase on my desk. I rush toward them, anxious to read Finn’s message.




  Don’t worry about a thing! We’re impressed already! —Queen Bee




  “Oh my goodness! That is the nicest thing in the world!” I exclaim, clutching the card to my chest.




  “Yeah, she’s pretty awesome.” Receptionist snaps her gum. “Your phone list is on your desk along with your agenda for the day. Your team is waiting for you in room 2B whenever you are ready.”




  “My team?” My voice almost shakes for a moment, but I snatch back the control before it carries away on me. “Thank you, Receptionist.”




  “Good luck!” She turns on her heels and leaves me alone to soak in my office. The walls are a soft pearl grey and I realize it will instantly go with the color scheme I am picturing. Perhaps some hot pink, black, and white will spice this place a bit. I twirl around and soak in every detail.




  “I’m about to turn thirty-one for heaven’s sake, I shouldn’t be a giddy school girl. Pull yourself together, Melanie!” I say in passing to a crystal full-length mirror to my left. As I stare at my reflection, it hits me. In all of my research, I never once considered who sat in that black wingback chair prior to me. Such an idiot! Who was she? Why did she leave? I consider momentarily pulling out my phone and doing a frantic search, but stop myself. The last thing I want is to be stumbled upon on my phone on my first day.




  Later.




  How could anyone leave this place? It’s immaculate. The Queen Bee sent me flowers. That is definitely a great sign. And her choice of words, with all the things in the world to say. I feel better already. Whoever sat in that chair last month certainly was recruited elsewhere for her brilliant work. Perhaps, she was swept away to run marketing for a nonprofit, choosing to do some good in the world, having felt guilty for all of the millions she made here.




  Yes. I smile to myself. That is exactly where she is. She may regret leaving this place behind, but it is all in the name of charitable giving, perhaps some animal shelter. She absolutely is blissful at this very moment covered in puppy hair. Good for her.




  I place my large bag, stuffed to the brim with my notes, a power bar for lunch, and my library of marketing expertise under my desk. I note the impressive Mac monitor with laptop docking station. They certainly aren’t in the business of cutting corners. Perhaps that will translate to my quarterly bonus.




  I straighten my jacket, glance one last time in the mirror--very handy by the way--and am about to be on my way to meeting my team when the weakest moment of my entire career hits me. Oh my god. I never asked what my salary would be. Am I kidding? No! I’m not kidding. I could be making entry level for all I know. I immediately start sweating, trying desperately to think of a way to approach this with the Queen Bee when I see her. How on earth could this have happened? It is standard protocol for any interview to review benefits and salary negotiation before signing on the red line and—gasp—leaving your safe and secure salary behind.




  I swallow hard and take a deep breath. Another one. When I open my eyes, I see my name in glittering gold letters and I let out a small laugh. I have nothing to worry about. This place is more glamorous than Tiffany’s on Wall Street. I’m quite confident that they were saving that little bit of brilliant news for today, perhaps over a champagne brunch? Everything is going to be fine, Melanie. Time to meet the team.




  I make my way past five doors to a set of double doors marked in the same glittering gold as my name. 2B. Here goes nothing…




  I push open the door and smile brightly. At the end of an impressively long conference table sit Digital Strategist, Graphic Designer #1, Graphic Designer #2, Marketing Manager, Copywriter, and Assistant. I silence the trumpets in my head. There they are. So perfect. They look as nervous as can be.




  “Hello!” I say at a higher pitch than anticipated. “It is such a pleasure meeting you. I’ve heard positively wonderful things about you. I’m Melanie Michaels, your new Director.”




  I hear a mumble of hellos as I pull out a seat.




  “Can I get you a coffee or water?” Assistant jumps up.




  “Oh no, please. I can help myself if I need to. Why don’t we each go around the room and introduce ourselves and say a little about both personal and professional? Sound good?” I ask, leaning forward eagerly.




  They nod.




  “Okay, I’ll go first. First of all, I am so delighted to be here. This is truly a dream job. I swear it was as if I was accepting an Oscar when Queen Bee offered it to me. I am so determined to be a great leader for you and support you in any way I can. I come from a pretty similar background at Laser Eye Plus and lead a team of two there. We did great things, although we were small, and I can’t wait to see what we can do with a team of this size. After being there for most of my career, I realized I am ready to work for the best and that’s why I am here. You guys are the best and I am confident I can learn so much from you. In fact, that’s what I intend to do for the majority of the first few months.”




  I pause and take a scan. Blank stares. I forge ahead. Time for a bit of inspiration. That’s what leaders do.




  “I want to soak it all in. I’ll ask a ton of questions, but as I said, I’m just wanting to learn. I want to hear your ideas. What’s working? What would you like to change? We are a team and I’m confident we can take Allure to the next level. Now, for a bit about me personally. I’m engaged for starters! My fiancé Finn and I are getting married early next summer and I can’t help but say, I’ve managed to find my very own Prince Charming. You all will meet him soon. I have a big fat dollop of a cat, named Oliver. He is morbidly obese, and I share no responsibility in getting him to this point.”




  A few laughs. Finally, they are alive.




  “There isn’t much to know about me other than I love reading, writing, and spending lazy Sundays in fattening cafes curled up with a good book. Finn and I take long strolls through Central and are in a Diner’s Club with some of our dearest friends. Every Friday, we meet up at a new restaurant we’ve never tried before and have a whole little rating scale. It’s quite ridiculous and terribly painful on my waistline, but we love it. Okay, enough about me. Let me hear all of the great things about you guys!”




  Not bad, eh? I am almost impressed with myself. Confident, cool, collected. Except everyone is just staring at me. Everyone is afraid to go first.




  “How about you?” I point over to the youngest of the group. She is oddly staring at me with the most confidence. Perhaps she’s a good choice to start.




  “Me?” She points to her face. She’s about twenty-two or so and I would guess Graphic Designer #2 based on her streak of purple in hair. She’s wearing a hot pink blazer and bright red lipstick. “Uh, I do Graphic Design. I report to Graphic Designer #1 and I don’t know. What do you want me to talk about again?”




  I smile, trying to ease her nerves. “How about some of your greatest achievements at Allure? Anything you are particularly proud of?”




  “I guess the fall ad campaign is pretty bangin’. I mean it was way out of our comfort zone to move away from lifestyle shots. We did info graphics this time.” She raises her eyebrows, as if to gauge my response.




  “I saw that, Graphic Designer #2. Very solid idea. And how did it do compared to your typical lifestyle shot campaigns?” Good job, Melanie. Ask questions to show your expertise.




  “I dunno.” She shrugs. “I just do the designs.”




  “Okay, mmm hmm...anyone else care to offer feedback?” I glance around the room.




  “It did pretty well. Hi, I’m Marketing Manager. We saw about a five percent jump in leads. We’ve been pretty steady all year, so it was nice to see a bump. Although, we’re not sure if it is because the holidays are coming, could be a combination of any number of things.”




  “Thank you, Marketing Manager. You are most helpful. Why don’t you tell me a little bit about yourself?”




  She smiles. “Sure. I’ve been with Allure for about three years. We’ve got a great team and are doing some innovative things. In the past, we haven’t always had a full team, but it’s great to see the table finally full. I handle all of our general ad campaigns and PR, and work pretty closely with Digital Strategist. Together we target key groups through internet campaigns with special messaging. I’d say my most proud accomplishment this year so far was the ‘Ask Us’ campaign we rolled out a few months ago in our physician affiliates offices. It grew that network’s referrals over twenty percent.” She pauses and looks to the team. “It really was a team effort. So proud of these guys. A lot of heavy lifting from the graphics team and landing pages by Digital Strategist to pull it off. We never properly celebrated though.” She laughs a little.




  I know I’m not supposed to have favorites, but darn it, I love her already.




  “As far as personal? I’m from Brooklyn but live in Soho. I’m married and have one baby girl, Audrey, who is about to turn one. I don’t really have free time for hobbies, but if I did, I’m sure writing would be the top of the list. Enough about me though.” She motions to Digital Strategist who sits up a little straighter in his chair.




  “Hi.” He waves and flashes a set of straight white teeth. “Digital Strategist here. I started about the same time as Marketing Manager. We make a pretty good team, these guys.” The team laughs a little and I realize he is the most loved. “I manage our website, social media networks, and eblast campaigns with the support of an outside agency called Blue Hat Digital. Since we don’t have a programmer, I have to lean on them for development. I’d say most proud accomplishment? I guess I’d say the website redesign we completed late last year. It was a beast of a project but worth it. We now have a really current design and traffic has increased exponentially. Our Bounce Rate is under one percent.”




  “Wow, really? I’m amazed. I mean I know how beautiful and functional it is, trust me, our team researched it immensely, but under one percent? You should be mega proud.”




  Don’t say things like mega. And now I feel I’ve gone and made myself sound like I was leading a team of morons.




  “Cool,” he says without judgment.




  Okay, maybe he is my favorite. He is so cool. Very smart.




  “And as far as my personal life? I’m dad of one little boy, Brian, and we have another on the way. Should be here around Christmas. I echo Marketing Manager—I don’t even have a second to think at home between Legos and dance parties in our living room.” Everyone laughs, including me.




  “Okay, I need to know more about that later. How about you, Graphic Designer #1, I presume?” I smile toward the quiet one in the corner. She is taking it all in and laughing nervously from time to time.




  “Sure. I’m Graphic Designer #1, and I am the Brand Keeper and lead designer. Together, Graphic Designer #2 and I do some pretty cool things to support the work that Digital Strategist and Marketing Manager are doing. I’ve been here about five years and was pretty excited to lead the rebrand two years ago. I’d say that was my greatest accomplishment.”




  “Awesome! That was you? I tell you what, guys. I’m delighted to work with such a talented team. Anything you want so share about you personally, Graphic Designer #1? And #2 for that matter. I don’t think you shared anything personal.”




  Graphic Designer #1 points to #2, who shrugs. These two are cracking me up.




  “Uh, I don’t have much to share,” says #1. “I like to hike, swim, bike, run, you name it. I’m pretty outdoorsy, and I’ve got a pretty cool dog named Rosco.”




  “Very nice,” I say. “And #2?”




  “I like crafts. Crocheting, painting, whatever. And I love baking.”




  “Well there you go! See, I know so much more about you all already. And which one of you is the Copywriter?” I say pointing to the last two.




  “I am,” says Copywriter. “I’m Copywriter and it’s my job to write all of the content for our website, blogs, social media stuff sometimes and any type of corporate communication. I’d say all of my work is my favorite achievement. I can’t choose a favorite. As far as hobbies? I like to read a lot.” She shrugs and looks to Assistant. She looks so innocent, but in true millennial fashion is filled to brim with confidence.




  “Hi.” She beams and sits up straighter. “I’m Assistant! I’m in charge of all of the day to day work, phones, meetings, data entry, etc. I really love what I do and am here to help you with anything you need. I’d love to get together later today to start a list.” She is by far the most bright-eyed person I’ve ever met.




  Okay, maybe she’s my favorite.




  “Thank you, Assistant! You are already so helpful! A breath of fresh air,” I say and her chest puffs up a little.




  “Thank you! Oh, and my something personal? Umm…hmm...so much to say! I’ve been married for twenty-two years to the most wonderful man. I have two grown boys, one a freshman in college and the other a senior in high school. I’ll never get to plan a wedding the way the mother of the bride would, so consider me your personal assistant for the wedding, too! I love weddings!”




  Is she going to leap across this table and hug me? She is adorable.




  “Oh my goodness, thank you Assistant. I would love that. I’m from Missouri, so my family is pretty far away. I might actually have to take you up on that one.”




  I sit back in my chair, suddenly aware of the dryness of my mouth. It is as if Assistant reads my mind and races over to the mini-fridge for a large bottle of water. I take it gratefully. She is already the best Assistant a girl could dream of.




  “Well, team! I know we all have a ton of work to do. Feel free to just go about your normal routines, and I will jump in from time to time to ask questions and learn. Over the next couple weeks we’ll have various learning meetings and spend some quality one on one time. I really appreciate your time this morning.” I nod affirmatively, striving to leave on a strong note.




  I study their faces. My team’s faces. Assistant eagerly grinning, #1 looking everywhere but my eyes, #2 with her head tilted confidently, Digital Strategist leaning back with his leg tucked up ankle to knee, Marketing Manager hands folded in lap with a pleasing smile, and Copywriter doodling in her notebook, clearly wanting to be anywhere from here.




  My team. I sigh with utter pride, ready to take on the world. They love me, I say inwardly. They just don’t know it yet.




  * * * *




  The rest of the day is filled with a few additional meetings with Assistant, Marketing Manager, and the IT department to get my office all set. I barely have time to take a sip of water before I see the sun setting and people filing out for the day. I stay until six thirty, opening up my email for the first time, finally at the end of the day. I smile to myself as I scroll through over forty emails already. I’ve been copied in to the team’s communication to vendors, one another, other members of the company. Each of the team has also sent me a summary of their responsibilities and goals for the year. There are a few all staff emails, team happy hours, birthday celebrations, benefit information and so on. And finally, at the very bottom, the email I am almost too eager to open.




  




  Subject: Welcome




  Sent From: CEO




  Melanie-




  Welcome to Allure! I trust your first day as been up to our high standards. I’ve learned from our President, Queen Bee, that you are exactly what we need and we are glad to have you. I think your expertise will take us to the next level. We have lofty goals to achieve and I look forward to hearing about your vision. It is always helpful to have an expert from other companies to come in and offer their feedback. That is what will help us grow. We can’t be stagnant in the way we have always been. We need to shake things up. Question things. Try new things. Don’t engage in the politics. I look to you, Melanie to lead us in that direction. Let’s do coffee soon.




  —CEO




  P.S. Tell your team they are on my list for a lunch treat.




  




  I lean back in my chair and watch the last office light click off for the evening. Puppet Master’s. I haven’t even had a chance to say hello today. I regret that immediately. I hear her clicking in my directly. I smooth my hair back and sit up straight in my chair. She stops at my door and studies my name in gold letters.




  “That was fast!” She lets out a little laugh. “Took them over three months to get my name on my door. How was your first day?” She comes in, or rather steps straight out of a catalog with her tight, pencil skirt and crisp white button-down shirt, tan cardigan and cream pumps.




  “It has been wonderful! I haven’t even had a moment to pee, but every second was worth it. Sorry, I kept meaning to come down and say hello.”




  I watch her face change from greeting to understanding. “Don’t apologize.” She waves her hand in agreement. “My first day left me crying in the bathroom! This place moves fast and you’re lucky if you have a moment to check your email. You’ll do great though. And I’m just down the hall if you need anything. We are excited to have you here.” She reaches in her large Prada bag and pulls out a chocolate bar. “Here you go, Mel. Something to keep the energy up. Don’t stay too late though, work will always be here tomorrow. Ciao!” She turns on her heels and clicks away toward the elevators.




  I clutch the chocolate bar to my chest and internally condemn myself for not making time for her today. After all, she is the reason I’m here. I should have gone in to see her straight away. And a gift! She is the best.




  I type out a quick thank you note and shut down my laptop. What a day. It has been perfect in every regard. And to hear from CEO? His note was absolutely perfect. I tuck my things into my bag and turn off my light, letting the glow of the office illuminate my name.




  “Melanie Michaels,” I say, tracing the outline. “You go, girl,” I whisper and lift my leg into a little high kick before I make my way to the elevator.




  Yes.




  




  Bitch Problem:




  A Chronic Bully is a real challenge. Sometimes you will encounter a bully who has issues with someone at work thus targeting them. Or maybe, they are simply trying to get ahead and determined to do so at all costs. However, a Chronic Bully is completely unaware and never driven to self-improve.




  





  




  




  Throughout the week, I slowly make my way around to meet everyone. Puppet Master herself makes over ten introductions. She said it’s important to meet her close friends first. I am delighted, picturing future lunches, martinis overlooking the cityscape. I just know I’ll love them if they are anything like Puppet Master. We are going to get on like bees to honey.

OEBPS/Images/cover.jpg





